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in the foldings of ribands, and the utmost eagerness of agreeable faces in the sale of patches, pins, and wires, on each side the counters, was an amusement in which I should longer have indulged myself, had not the dear creatures called to me to ask what I wanted, when I could not answer only * To look at you '.    I went to one of the windows which opened to the area below, where all the several voices lost their distinction, and rose up in a confused humming; which created in me a reflection that could not come into the mind of any but of one a little too studious; for I said to myself, with a kind of pun in thought, * What nonsense is all the hurry of this world to those who  are above it?'   In these or not much  wiser thoughts I had like to have lost my place at the chop-house; where every man, according to the natural bashfulness or sullenness of our nation, eats in a public room a mess of broth, or chop of meat, in dumb silence, as if they had no pretence to speak to each other on the foot of being men, except they were of each other's acquaintance.
I went afterwards to Bobin's l, and saw people who had dined with me at the fivepenny ordinary just before, give bills for the value of large estates; and could not but behold with great pleasure, property lodged in, and transferred in a moment from such as would never be masters of half as much  as is seemingly in them, and given from them every day they live.   But before five in the afternoon I left the City, came to my common scene of Covent Garden, and passed the evening at Will's in attending the discourses of several sets of people, who relieved each other within my hearing on the subjects of cards, dice, love, learning, and politics.    The last subject kept me till I heard the streets in the possession of the bellman, who had now the world to himself, and cried, ' Past two of clock '.     This roused me from my seat, and I went to my lodging, led by a light, whom I put into the discourse of his private economy,' 1 A coffee-house in Exchange Alley.